74 THE CUTTING OF AN AGATE
did I follow the opposite of myself, for
deliberate beauty is like a woman always
desiring man's desire. Presently I found
that I entered into myself and pictured
myself and not some essence when I was
not seeking beauty at all, but merely to
lighten the mind of some burden of love
or bitterness thrown upon it by the events
of life. We are only permitted to desire
life, and all the rest should be our com-
plaints or our praise of that exacting
mistress who can awake our lips into song
with her kisses. But we must not give
her*all, we must deceive her a little at
times, for, as Le Sage says in Diable Boiteux,
the false lovers who do not become melan-
choly or jealous with honest passion have
the happiest mistresses and are rewarded
the soonest and by the most beautiful.
Our deceit will give us style, mastery, that
dignity, that lofty and severe quality.
Verlaine spoke of. To put it otherwise,
we should ascend out of common interests,
the thoughts of the newspapers, of the
market-place, of men of science, but only
so far as we can carry the normal, passion-
ate, reasoning, self, the personality as a
whole. We must find some place upon the